SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

nese farm lad for a singing bird. Singing birds
are not so common in the farm fields and pasture
meadows of China as in America. Chinese
farmers have no time for snaring birds or making
cages for them. That is the business of the bird-
trainer and the cage-maker. But to those who
can afford to buy birds, China is a wonderful
realm of bird melody. Oh, what wonderful songs
the Chinese teach their birds! But that is for the
rich man of the city, not for the plowboy of the
Blue Valley fields.

I did not ask Sun if he ever got his bird, for he
was silent, and silence is with Sun a negative
answer. I know he never got it, and I know he
never asked for it. He wanted a bird, one of the
singing kind, yet, with all his longing, never asked
for it because it was not "custom" for a boy to
have a singing bird in the hard-worked midst of
Blue Valley.

With this esthetic longing for a bird, the lad's
mind held a great love for all the rude sports in
which the boys of his town indulged. He loved
these sports in spite of the continued admonitions
of his teacher that "all sports are a waste of
time."

Kite-flying was a delight to "Wen. The Chinese
have developed kite-flying to a science. They
have their musical kites by which a vibration is
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